ARNOLD   BENNETT
has to be helped? And he was helped. Once, when I had
received an appeal, and had shown him the letter, he said
(though he did not know the applicant): 'What are you going
to send! I should like to do the same!' And out popped
one of the odd cheques which he always carried for
emergencies.
He came, as is well known, from Staffordshire; and I
think his first interest in myself (otherwise a literary interest)
arose from the fact that mine is a Staffordshire name. He was
born a Methodist. And in spite of the fact that intellectually
he was an agnostic he remained essentially a Methodist (and
a Midlander) all his life.
The sneers of some people (who had not learned courtesy
in the course of an otherwise elaborate curriculum) at his
'provincialism' had no truth so far as his intellect and his
imagination were concerned. He was provincial in the sense
that the Provinces, the backbone of England, are provincial.
He also retained certain provincialisms of speech and pro-
nunciation (I only mean in such words as 'bath* or *ask/ in
which he used the light *a,' and such phrases as his favourite
'We shall look a bit soft').
He was easily impressed by magnificence or by a display
of knowledge. I think he could at times be caught by the
second-rate. But only for a time, for his judgment was in
constant repair, and his scrutiny was very unsentimental.
Otherwise, when he was thought 'provincial/ he was often
just humorous. As for example when he moved into a house
where the panels of all the doors had been decorated by a
former tenant with mirrors. At my first visit to this house
I said, 'Oh, Lord! I couldn't stand all this looking-glass!' He
replied, blandly, 'I was born for it!'
He dressed with great care. His shirts were always super-
fine. Once, when he dined in company with a very great
personage, the personage broke a long silence by saying:
'Mr. Bennett; do you mind if I ask you something?* Bennett
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